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In Childhood. 

ONE summer evening still seems like to-day 
When of my childhood's deepest joys I think: 
I hear the bells, the lowing far away 
Of cattle, turning to the trough to drink. 

No harvest-songs now in the quiet lands. 
Long rows of poplars stretch and stretch for miles ; 
Clear o'er the tired world the full moon stands 
As on the cradle a young mother smiles. 

The child she gazes on, it seems, am I, 
My mother's face the bright moon seems to show, 
The herd-bells ring like a soft lullaby. 
The poplars rustle in the evening-glow. 

Did something happen that one night to me 
To leave its picture in my heart ? Ah nay ! 
I know not, nor believe. Sweet memory 
Now only tells me that I lived that day. 



[8] 



Hu9 dcr Kindbcit. 

/^in ©ommerabenb tctrb mir oft tote l^eut, 
^ SBenn ii) ber fkinen tiefen ^inbl^eit ben!e: 
g^ern llingt ber §erbe Slofen unb ©elaut, 
3!)te, l^eimgeJe^rt, fid^ fd^art jur Slbenbtranle. 

^ein ©^nitteriaui^sen tne^r bom ftitten jjelb! 
3um ^orijont gel()n lange ^o^s^eljiige : 
S)er aSottmonb laci^ett auf bie miibe 3BeIt, 
©letc^ tote ein 9KutteratttIi| auf bie SBtege. 

SWtc^ biittlt, t^ fei ba§ ^tnb, nac^ bent er ftel)t, 
Uitb tnetner SJlutter 3ttttlt| fei bag ©etite: 
®ie ©locfd^ett lautett toie ein SSiegenlteb, 
®ie 5pa^;peln toel^en leif im 3l6enbfd^eine. 

Dh jenen 3l6enb 2Bt^tigeg gefd^a^, 
5Da8 i^n fo tief inS junge ^erj gegrafeen? 
^(^ toei^ — id^ glaub' e§ nt(^t. @r lie^ ntir ja 
SfJur ftifi ©rinnern, i^n gele&t ju l^aben. 



[9] 



The Fiddler's Song. 

THROUGH rain and through wind, 
Half deaf and half blind, 
The fiddler is toiling along. 
How bitterly cold 
Through his cloak thin and old 
Blows the gale a wild tune to his song! 

" Ye mortals, who claim 
To have fortune and fame, 
Sleep well ! Lull yourselves in vain dreams 1 
How festive the ball! 
How brilliant the hall! 
Would happiness were what it seems 1 

" The cup with a crash 
To pieces they dash, 
A fool he who weeps o'er the end ! 
Dame Fortune is blind. 
Love's a child, never mind I 
Reaper Death is the only true friend. 

" Heigh-ho for the chase 1 
Keep up with the race ! 
As the wheel whirls we rise and we fall. 
Up and down ! high and low I 
To the grave we must go 
And the worm is the heir of it all." 



[lo] 



Des fncdelmatms Sturmlicd. 

^Nurd^ SRegen unb 2Btnb, 

^^ §alb tau6 unb l^alb bfinb 

S)eg SEBegeg ber jjiebeltnann jiel^t: 

3)urd^ bie biinngraue Sod' 

Unb bie Sdd^er im SRod' 

^Pfeift ber Stutm il^m bie SBeife jum Sieb: 

„S8ilb' Siner fid^ ein, 
2)a§ @IM toare fein — 
©d^Iaf tool^l, unb gefegneten 3;taum! 
§ei, fc^intmernber Sail! 
@i fetter ^Iriftatt! 
— Sa, toar'S nur loa§ beffer, aU ©d^oum! 

©ntjtoei! Sntjtoei! 
Unb 2ltteg ijorbei! 

Unb ein SRarr, toer brttber nod^ toeint! 
3)a8 ©ludf tft Blinb, 
Unb bie Sieb' ift ein Sinb, 
Unb ber SCob ift ber fid^erfte greunb! 

SSorbei! SSorbet! 
S)a§ Dioel^ unb ^ud^l^ei! 
@§ brel^t jtd^ bag 9tab h)ie im ©turm! 
§inauf unb l^inab! 
9{oat atteS ju ©rab, 
Unb ber einjige ®rb' ift ber SBurm!" 



["J 



So he fiddles and sings, 
Thin and hoarse the tune rings 
And soon fades away into naught 
'Mid the gale's deafening roar. 
I see him no more 
Yet his song Hngers on in my thought. 



[I2j 



— ©0 geigt er unb fingt; 
©turmferaufen tierfd^Iingt 
Sd^on bie flange l^eifer unb biinn! 
Sd^ fel^' x^n nic^t mel^r, 
S)od^ Bring' id^ mtr fdfihjer 
Seg giebelmannS Sieb au§ bent ©inn! 



[13] 



The Owl. 

ALL in th^ deepest slumber lies 
'Neath the full moon's light; 
Only a white owl that flies 
Noiseless through the night. 

Like a messenger of death 
Close it passed in flight; 
On its pinions brings a breath, — 
Ereath of awe, not fright. 



[U] 



Die 6ule. 

^Tief im ©d^Iummer aKe§ liegt, 
^^ 9lut bom 5!Jlonb betoad^t: 
Sine toei^e @ule fitegt 
SautloS burd^ bte 9?a(i^t; 

2Bte ein SJ^obegal^nen glitt 
©te i)otu6er btd^t, 
SBringt tnol^I letfen ©d^auer tnit 
3l6er ©d^redfen nid^t. 



[15] 



Fire at Night. 

A SCARLET tongue as of a snake is licking 
Night's cloak. It seems to creep 
And stealthy to draw near and ever nearer 
Till it be time to leap. 

The ancient night her starlit mantle gathers, 
This enemy she dreads, 

When all at once the flames with awful splendour 
Break forth and toss their heads. 



[i6] 



JViicbtlicbcr Brand. 

/C§ Itdt am bunllen ©aum ber Jiad^t 
^ @ine rote ©d^fangenjunge : 
alls ital^' e§ letf, al§ na^' e§ fad^t 
Unb Irorte ber 3«it 5W»" ©J)runge. 

©rfd^roden jiel)t bie alte Sflad^t 
^l^ten ©ternenmantel jufammen, 
35a fa^ren emJ)or in f^redenber ^xad^t 
Unb fd^titteln t^r §0"^'* i>ie fjlammen. 
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Summer-Dream. 

CLEAR in the silent pool 
Flickering leaves and light, 
Motionless, still and cool. 
Moon-pale the lilies white — 
Hear the reeds swaying ! 
Flashing and playing 
Like an elf's spear 
Past shoots the dragonfly 
Fearlessly near. 

Lush-green and golden-brown 
Lures me the moss to rest. 
Summer, I fain sink down 
Dreaming upon thy breast I 
Butterflies dancing, 
Noiselessly glancing, 
Play hide and seek ; 
Flowers with kisses 
Are brushing my cheek. 

Am I on earth or no ? 
Am I in fairyland ? 
Do I, now high, now low. 
See spirits hand in hand 
Circling around me ? 
Dreaming they found me. 
Beckon me now — 
Lo, and their fairy queen, 
Sweetheart, art thou ! 

[i8] 



Hm afcv. 

5^)telenb im fttffen 3;ei^ 
Saubbad^ unb §immel§ltc|t, 
©eelilie tnonbenbleid^, 
aSlaue 3Sergi^meinmc^t. 
©aufetn im ©d^itfe! 
©tetd^ einer ©^I)3l^e 
SBlinfenbem ©^jeer 
©d^o^ bte Sibette bid^t 
9leben mir ^er. 

2;tefer unb tiefer t^in 
SodEt e§ in'§ griine 5Koo8: 
©infe fo h)te ic^ bin, 
©ontmer, in beinen ©d^o^! 
g^alter im ^reife 
©aufein \o leije 
Seud^tenb unb bunt: 
Slumen fie !uffen mir 
2Bongen unb 3JJunb. 

Sin id^ auf (grben noc^? 
33in id^ im geenlanb? 
©^toingen balb tief balb l^od^ 
©eifter fid^ §anb in §onb? 
2Bin!en bom Saume, 
SBinlen im SCraume 
Sai^elnb mir ju. — 
Unb il^re ^iinigin, 
Siebd^en, bift Su! 

[•9] 



Past. 

THE princess and her husband 
On marble pillows lie, 
Into the gray cathedral 
The light slants from the sky. 

It touches her crowned white forehead, 
A golden kiss it steals, 
While, kissing her foot of marble. 
One there in silence kneels. 

The sunbeam plays astonished 
About his silvery hair; 
The sexton, waiting, wonders — 
But he kneels unaware. 



[20] 



Tcrgangcn. 

■^f uf marmornen ^Pfiil^Ien fd^lummern 
'^ ®ie gurfttn unb i^r ®ema^l: 
S)a ftiel^It fid^ in§ graue gjliinfter 
(Sin fitmmernber ©onnenftra^I. 

35er lii^t t^r bie ^ronenftirne 
3Kit einem golbigen ^u^ — 
3ltn ®rab fniet ©iner fd^on lange, 
®er lii^t i{)r ben fteinernen g^u^. 

3)er ©tral^I fjjtelt t^m Bertounbert 
3luf bem filbertoet^en §aar ; 
^o^sffd^iittelnb toartet ber Mfter, 
— @r toirb eg nid^t getoa^r. 
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The Fir-Tree. 

I LOVED a fir when I was small, 
Left in the meadow; straight. and tall 
I see it now, meseems. 
There leaned I oft in mist and wind 
And listened to it as in dreams. 

On high the boughs waved over me, 
To my young heart how solemnly 
The fir-tree's sighing spoke ! 
— A storm of autumn over night 
Its deepset foundation broke. 

When I returned in the morning light 
Gigantic towered the roots upright. 
Grass and moss-covered, ghostly to see, 
As if the last judgment had broken the tombs. 
Far stretched the great length of the tree. 

A child again myself I ween, 
In mist and wind I lonely lean 
And gaze into the tree. 
How high the boughs vault overhead ! 
How softly they speak to me ! 



[22] 



Ktndbeitstaime. 

3^ l^att' aU Sinb eine Sparine lieb, 
2)te gro^ unb einfam itbrig blieb 
2ln flad^em 2Bief enf aume ; 
2)a ftanb x^ oft in 3tthtl unb 2Binb 
Unb t)ord^te, Irie irn %xaumi. 

2Bte hjolbten bie QiotxQi fi(^ uber mid^, 
2Bie ^at ba§ Sflaufd^en fo feterlid^ 
3n§ iunge ^erj gef^sro^en! 
— @g l^at ein §er6ftfturm itber ?ta^t 
©te aug ber SCtefe gebroc^en. 

Unb al§ ic^ lam am SKorgen brauf, 
2)a ftarrten bie SBurjeIn fo riefig auf, 
SSebedt mit 5Koog unb Soben, 
2{lg f^jrengte bie ©raber ber jiingfte 2;ag; 
j^ern ruE^te bie ^ron' am Soben. 

— ^d^ traume mic^ manci^mal toieber ein Kirb : 
®a lel^n' ic^ einfam in 3tebel unb SBinb, 
Unb blicE' em!t)or am Saume: 
2Bie toolben bie B^eige fid^ iiber mi^, 
2Bie rauf4)en fie fad^t tm Straume! 



[23] 



What Flies in the Wind. 

WAS it a brown butterfly, 
Sent a harbinger of May? 
'T was a withered leaf astray 
Of the summer days gone by ! 



[^4] 



w 



^as xm Oltnde f Uegt. 

ar'§ ein Brauner ©d^metterling. 



2)en ber Seng gefenbet l^at? 
3ld^, e§ tuai; ein toelleg Slatt 
2?on bem ©ommer, ber berging! 



[-5] 



The Fairy Glade. 

DIDST ever wander at high noontide 
Alone by the lake on. the mountain-side 
When waveless lie the waters deep, 
When wind and bird 'mong the branches sleep? 

And didst thou see white in the dusky shade, 
By the rocks that darken the mossy glade, 
A maiden alone who leans dreaming there, 
While over her harp falls her golden hair ? 

And didst thou tarry and strain thine ear 
If aught of melody thou couldst hear? 
Well might be heard a gnat's low trill — 
A sunbeam flickers and all is still. 

There is a day when summer is dead. 
When the birches are yellow, the beeches red. 
When rustling leaves on the footpath lie 
And blue through the tree-tops harkens the sky. 

Then back she strokes her long golden hair 
And the chords from her harp and her song fill the air. 
Then the mountains listen, then listens the lake. 
The haunting notes distant echoes wake. 

'Twere folly to wish thou couldst hear her lay 
Fraught with aimless longing and autumn's dismay. 
This song the pale hunter heard and yearned. 
And died with yearning e'er spring returned. 

[26] 



Die eifenbucht. 

Hnb gingft S)u je im ^Jlittagf^ein 
^n ben ftiKen Sergen am ©ee allein, 
SBenn ol^ne SBette bte Blaue %lut, 
SBenn SBinb unb 3SogeI im SauBe ru^t? 

Unb fal^ft bu bort, too ber gelfen SBud^t 
©id^ mooltg l^angt in bte Slfenbud^t, 
Sie einfame traumenbe toei^e ©eftalt, 
9Bie i^r ©olb^aar iiber bie §atfe toaUt? 

Unb ^aft 2)u ge^alten ben Dbem bong, 
Db tfin' l^eriiber ein ©aitenftang? 
3u f)oren toar' einer SiJlude ©efd^riH 
— 33er ©onnenftral^I flimmert unb 3lIIe§ ftid! 

®inen SEag nur fott'g geben nad^ ©ommer§ 2;ob, 
SEBenn bie SBirfe gelb unb bie Sud^e rot, 
2Benn ber g^u^ in fattenben Slattern rauf(|t 
Unb ber §immel blau burc^ bie B^eige lauf^t. 

®ann ftreift fie juriidf i^r ©olbl^aar lang, 
®ann l^ebt fie ben ©ang ju ber ©aiten Slang 
S5ann l^ord^en bie Serge, bann l^ord^t ber ©ee — 
— 2)od^ torid^t ju hjiinfd^en, ®u l^orteft i^n je! 

Seine ©eele lann fagen, toie l^erbftli^ unb bang, 
9Bie toogenb in jieUofem ©el^nen ber ©ang! 
35er bleid^e ^a^it berna^m i^n am ©ee, 
SBar tot oor bem griil^Iing an fel^nenbem 9Be^! 

[^7] 
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How Children Read. 

DID e'er you see — but no, how could it be! 
Still 't is a pity, for it's sweet and merry ! — 
How my small daughter, seventeen months old, 
Reads in her father's letters and his books? 
How sensibly she takes hold of the thing 
And, following with her finger eagerly. 
Makes use of all her tiny store of words : 
" Papa, mamma, and baba and bowwow," 
With great importance and strong modulation — 
(For naturally she knows not one iota ! ) 
And we, her parents, — let him laugh who will ! — 
We listen as if to the holy Gospel 
And say: "How beautifully Eva reads!" 
Then she looks up at us with happy pride. 

But over me a wondrous feeling comes : 
Beside her there upon the little bench 
I seem to see a numerous public, all 
Intent like her on reading eagerly. 
And many an old and learned man among them, 
(Also, if you will pardon it, myself. 
Although I know I'm neither of the two,) 
They hold a thousand books, both small and big, 
Not only novels these and fairy tales. 
Quite on the contrary ! great weighty volumes : 
The book of art, and that of science too. 
That thick gray comfort-store, world's history, 
And even that largest — hard to open up ! — 
The old one, that bears Nature for a title : 

[28] 



CQte die Kinder lesen. 

5ai)t 3^r einmal — tote freili^ folltet ^l^r! 
Xo^ ©c^abe brum, benn ^olb unb luftig ift e§!- 
SBenn meine Sleine, fie6}e{)n SKonben alt, 
^n SSaterg Silc^ern ober Sriefen lieft? 
SBie fie bag 35ing fd^on fo berftanbig anfa^t, 
Sen 3«ile" «»nfi3 mit bem ginger folgt, 
Unb i^ren ganjen toinj'gen SBortertiorrat : 
^a\ia, Wama, unb SSa6a unb Saubau 
Mxt ungemeiner SBtc^tigfeit unb mit 
SRid^t minbrer 5KobuIierung an ben Tlarm bringt — 
(2)enn, tote naturlid^, lennt fie noc^ lein ^ota!) 
llnb toir, bie ©Item, — la^' un? au§ toer mag! — 
SBir i^ord^en, toie auf § ©Uangelium 
Unb fagen: „@i, toie fi^on fann ©Da lefen!" 
®ann blicEt fie ftolj unb gliidEUc^ ju un§ auf. 

3Jlir aber toirb oft tounberlid^ babei 
3u 9Jlut — unb auf bem 33anfd[)en neben i^r 
5Kein' id^ ein ganjeS gro^e§ 5publi!um 
3n gteic^em Sefetoer! Dertieft ju fe^n; 
®ar alt' unb ^od^gelel^rte 3Jlanner brunter, 
(3lud^, ba^ e§ Jliemanb iibel nimmt, mi(^ felbft, 
Dbtoo^I i(^ eben !ein§ bon beiben bin) 
— Unb l^alten taufenb !Iein' unb gro^e Sitter, 
Stid^t ettoa Max<i)tn unb Stomane nur, 
^m ©egenteil! re(^t tjoHgetoid^t'ge S3anbe: 
©er Siinfte Sud^, toie bag ber 2Biffenfd^aft, 
35en bicEen grauen Crofter: „2Bettgefc^id^te," 
©elbft jeneS grb^te— fd^toer nur ilapipt fic^'g auf! — 

[29] 



— And earnestly and loud read to each other 
And follow line by line with busy fingers 

— The older ones, I mean, the smallest listen, — 
But many a one holds upside down the book, 
And A to Z, I fear, dance on their heads. 

But the great Father, think I to myself. 
Looks smiling down upon this little world 
And strokes full many a clever head 
As if He spoke : " How well the child can read ! " 
But to Himself He says : " Just wait a while, 
When I some day shall take thee on my knee 
And teach thee, thou wilt learn it otherwise." 



[3°] 



Sag alte, ba§ yiatux betitelt tft: 
^Unb lefen ernft unb laut etnanber tier 
Unb letten jeilentoeti fid^ tnit ben jjingern, 
— 5Die ©rij^ern ndmltrf) — ^(einfte l^oren ju, — 
©od^ Wtan^ix, ^ixx^V tc^, ^alt ba§ 33ud^ berfeEjrt 
Unb 31 bis 3 fte^t luftig auf ben mpfm. 

S)er gro^e JBater aber, ben!' id^ mir, 
©ie^t lad^elnb nieber auf bie Heine SSelt 
Unb ftrei^elt mand^eS Huge SocEenfo^jfd^en, 
3ir§ fjjrac^' er: „2Bie bag ^inb f^on lefen !ann!" 
Sm 6tiIIen aber fagt er: „2Barte nur: 
9te^m id^ bic^ einft auf g ^nie, unb le^re bi^, 
®ann lernft bu'S anberg!" 



[31] 



The Virgin's Picture. 

THE great wide studio was still that day, 
That used to be so gay, so full of life, 
With noble guests, with princes, ladies, warriors. 
Resounding even with the ringing hoofs 
Of Barbary steeds that, gorgeously decked out 
With gleaming harnesses, the master often 
Had led up for his Algiers battle-scenes. 
So still that day, you would have said it mourned 
In spite of all its rugs and shining arms. 
As of an Emir's tent, it seemed to mourn 
With all its great, its powerful scenes of war. 

The master was alone. Silent and pale 
In sombre mood he sat there, with his feet 
Upon a lion's skin ; he did not paint. 
And brightly on the palette shone the colours. 
Before him stood a huge unfinished picture. 
And yet he did not paint. For many weeks 
He had not even touched it with his brush. 
Again and yet again his German pupil,* 
Shaking his troubled head, had set those colours. 

His dearest child had died, his only child. 
That gift of heaven, a girl, in whom his heart 
An4 soul were wrapped, like to the Virgin Mary, 
Fair, gentle, wise and true. Yea, many a struggle 
Once, years ago, indeed it cost his heart 

* Herr S. of Mecklenburg. It was from him that the author, 
when on a. visit to Horace Vernet's studio in 1847, heard the 
following incident. 

[32] 



6in Madonnenbtld. 

Stic ^eute tear bte toette 2BerIftatt. ©onft 
©0 frb^U^ laut bon 5Drangen unb ©efjjrad^ 
SSornel^mer ©afte, ^Prinjen, ^^rau'n unb ^rieger, 
3a bon ber 33er6erJ)ferbe Ilingenbem §uf, 
Ste oft ber 3JJeifter, (jrad^tig aufgejaumt, 
aSor fettle 3llgierlattt)3fe fti^reit lie^; — 
©0 ftttt l^eut, uttb S)u f^jrac^ft, fie trauerte, 
%xo^ i^reS buntett aBe]^r= unb 2:eJ)))i(^fc|mudf§, 
©leic^ eineS (Smtr§ ^^Ite — trauerte 
3Jltt alien tl^ren gro^en ©d^Iad^tenbtlbern. 

S)er SJleifter tear attetn. ©tumnt, ernft unb bletti^ 
©a^ er, bte %ix^' auf einer Sotoenl^aut, 
Unb ntalte nic^t. ®te frifd^en g^arben glanjten 
Sluf ber palette. dlk^xQ bor t^nt ftanb 
@in unboHenbet Silb. (Sr ntalte ntc^t. 
©eit aSod^en tear lein ©trtc^ baran gefc^el^n, 
Unb triib i?o^)ffci^Uttelnb ^atte jene fjarben 
©etn beutfc^er ©dottier* oftmal fd^on erfe^t. 

©etn StebfteS h)or geftorben. (Sine 2:oc^ter 
(Bah il^m ber §imm€l, nur ein etnjtg ^tnb, 
Unb feine ganje ©eele l^ing an t^r. 
§oIbfeIig, fanft, etn Silb ber SSenebeiten 
3n il^rem ioeic^en golbnen SodEen^aar, 
©d^on, flug unb gut. ©o mond^en ^arten ^am^)f 
§att' e0 bem 3Saterl^erjen einft ge!oftet, 

*§err @d^I. au8 SKecflenburg, bem ber SJerf offer Bei einem SSe= 
\\id) in Horace 35ernet'6 Sttelier, 1847, bic aJiitteilung beS Ofiigen 
ju bonfen Battc. 

[33] 



To give this only child to him who loved her. 

— He also was a light among the painters 
And earnest in his art, as few were then — * 
And yet the father gave her. She was still 
His own, his dearest daughter after all 1 
And what a festival when she would come 
With her two noble boys, Horace and Paul, 
And all good angels seemed to come with her ! 
And when she played and sang those sweet old songs 
Heard once in Italy or yet at home. 

All that was over. She had died. Had art, 

That comfort-giver, had it died with her ? 

It would no more console him. By the Gods ! 

His lion nature had at times waked up 

In flaming anger, had called forth to work 

His fiery genius ! — Powerless once more 

'T was overcome, and smothered by his pain. 

So too that day. How still the studio was ! 
But hark ! What heard he in the court below ? 
A sweet, familiar air fell on his ears, 
Played by a pair of simple shepherds' pipes. 
Ah, well he knew it ! When in Italy 
He traveled with his daughter, many times 
They heard this tune at Christmas-tide, played by 
Those sunburnt men that you may know from pictures. 
With sandals on their feet, in sheepskin coats, 

— They call ihsxa pifferari — and they play 
Before the Virgin's image. His lost child 
Had loved those simple tunes beyond all else. 

*Paul Delaroche. 
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2)em 5Kanne fie ju gebcn, ber fie liebte; 

— 2luc^ er ein l^etter ©tern ber SKaterei, 

(Srnft in ber ^unft, iuie toen'ge feiner 3"* — * 

35Dd^ gab er fie. ©ie blieb ja itnmer fein, 

aSlieb [a fein ^inb! Unb toeld^er ^ubel toar'g, 

SSenn fie mit i^ren l^olben Knaben tam, 

§ora5 unb 5|3au(, unb aHe guten ©enien 

9Jlit i^r, fo fd^ien'S, — toenn tnieber il^r ©efang, 

^l^r ©^jiel erHang, bie lieben alien Sieber, 

2)ie fie in 2SeIf(^lanb unb bal^etm ge^ort 

Unb liebli^ nad^fang. ®a§ tear nun borbei. 

©ie tear geftorben. SSar'g bie Sun ft mit itjr, 

®ie milbe STrofterin? ©ie troftete 

Slid^t me^r. Scirn §immel, jUrnenb mand^mal t^atte 

3n i^m ber alte Seu fid^ aufgerafft, 

§att' aHe g^Iammengeifter feiner ©eele 

2{n'§ SfBerl gerufen! Sltad^tloS tourben fie 

aSom ©dEimerj berfc^eud^t. Unb alfo ging'g aud^ ^eut. 

3Bie ftiH e§ tear! ©od^ 'i)oxi^, auf einmal ftang 
aSom ^ofraum brau^en eine fanfte SOSeife, 
gu ber ein 5paar toon §irtenj)feifen fid^ 
SunftloS berbunben. 21^, er fannte fie! 
35a er in SSelf^ilanb mit ber 3::Dd^ter toeilte, 
©rfd^oH fie oft jur l^olben 3Bei^nad^tgjeit 
S8on jenen braunen SKannern, bie "^i^x tco^I 
2lu§ Silbern lennt, im Sctmmerblie^, ©anbalen 
aim du^e, — pfferari nennt man fie, — 
®ie Dor ben SSilbern ber SKabonna f^jielen. 
35ie 2:ote l^ijrte biefe fd^Iid^ten 2Beifen 
*!PouI Selaroc^e. 
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They pierced the master's heart : with tear-dimmed eyes 
He quickly rose and opened wide the door. 

Yes, these were men, as I have just described, 
Whom others' greed, — whose greed I do not know — 
Enticed to leave their flocks and come to Paris. 
The thoughtful German who had heard them play there 
Had summoned them in secret to Versailles 
To try and cheer the master's troubled mind. 

Now they had finished, and with open hands 
The master gave, and in their native tongue 
He spoke with open heart to the two men. 
" You have another air," he said, " still sweeter 
Than those you played ; you know which one I mean ! 
Oh, play that too ! My dear child loved it best ! 
— Why do you hesitate ? " 

" Signor ! " they said, 
"Yes, we were told before which air you mean: 
The song of praise to our most Blessed Lady 1 
But as you lived in Rome you also know 
We never play it but before an image 
Of God's thrice Holy Mother ! We see none ! " 

With weary smile the master said : " You are right, 
I had not thought of that. Be patient, pray, 
And you shall see her ! " 

— Silently and swift 
In charcoal with a few light strokes he drew her 
Upon the nearest wall, great, smiling, mild. 
Holding the Christ- Child — 

" £cco la Madonna!" 
[36] 



SSor oHen gern. SDem SKeifter ging'g burd^'§ ^erj 
Unb naffen 3lugeS trat er Dor bie %ixv. 

®§ toaren Scanner, tote xdi) jie befc^rieb, 
S)ie fxembe §a6fuci^t, — toefjen, toei^ td^ nid^t, 
aSon i^ren ^erben bis ^ariS UerlodEt. 
3)et: treue Seutfd^e l^atte fie ge^ort 
Unb l^eimlid^ l^ergebeten nad^ SSerfaiHeg, 
®e§ SCleifterg trttbeS ©innen ju erlieitern. 

©ie enbeten. 50Jit boEen ^anben gab 
35er SKeifter, boHen §er}eng rebet' er 
3n i^rer eignen ©^jrad^e ju ben 3)iannern. 
„3^r l^abt nod^ eine SBeife," f^jrad^ er, „f^5ner, 
2«§ biefe! 2BeId^e, toi^t 3^r! epklt aud^ fie! 
3lttt meiften liebte fie mein toteS Sinb! 
— 2Bag saubert S^r?" 

„©ignor!" berfe|ten fie, 
„9)lan fagt' un§ tool^t, toelc^' eine 2Bei§' ^"^x meint: 
3)a8 Soblieb auf bie aitterf eligfte ! 
33oc^ toi^t aud^ Sl^r, ba S^J^ 8" ^tom getoefen: 
SBir fjjieten niemal§ bie§, aU bor bem S3i(b 
S)er ©nabenmutter ! Unb toir fel^en !ein§!" 

Ser SJleifter lad^elte mit triibem SlicE: 
„3{ed^t ^abt S^r! 9^ic^t bebad^t' i^'g. ®od^ GJebutb: 
3^r foHt fie fe^n!" 

— Unb ftill, mit einer ^o^Ie 
3n toenig lei(^ten 3"3«" jei^net' er 
©ie auf bie nad^fte SBanb, gro|, lad^elnb, nxitb, 

3)a§ ^inb am Sufen— 

"Ecco la Madonna I" 
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And as if touched by heavenly hand they sank 
Down on their knees, those sons of the Campagna, 
As if at Bethlehem. Unconsciously 
Into their pipes thay breathed the fervent song 
That he had asked' them -iet. The master wept. 
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Unb in bie ^niee fanlen, toie berti^rt 
SSon §itntnefel^anb, bie ©51^ne ber QampaQwa, 
9llg toar'S ju Set^Iel^em. Unb unbetuuft 
Sn i^re fjibten cjuott ba§ fromme £ieb, 
3)a§ er begel()rt. 35er SKeifter abet toeinte. 
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A Dilemma. 

YOU ask me if I am a painter — 
Or poet? Why not both, I pray? 
If one, I am the other surely 1 
Regret or envy it who may ! 

Well did I hear your guarded whisper, 
Although you dared not speak aloud : 
"Far better one gift were denied you, — 
One is enough for one 1 " you vowed. 

Which one for me, good sirs, I pray you ? 
Ah, let me humbly say to you : 
I was allowed to ask the question 
Of painters and of poets too. 

"As one of us you have been chosen," 
Said artists then whom you all know. 
And poets, too, of reputation 
Said, " No, with us you are born to go I " 

Without their pledge I should have known it, 

How far their words are right or wrong ; 

But should I pluck out of my bosom 

The gift of painting or of song? 
t 

You know it not — how should you know it? 
What doubt and strife they brought to me ! 
The roots of both are interwoven 
About my heart inseparably. 
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6tn Dtlemnia. 

/T\b ic^ ein SKaler, fragt 3^i intc^, 
^<^ Db ein «Poet? SBarutn nid^t SBeibeS? 
2Benn 6in§ ba§ Stnbre fic^erlid^! 
llnb toer ba toiff, beflag' unb neib' c§! 

2)enn, oh ^l^r'S juft nid^t taut getoagt, 
3)0^ l^ab' id^'g fliifternb too^I beritommen : 
„3Beit beffer, ®ing btieb' ®ir berfagt: 
2)enn (Sine! nur mag ©inem frotnmen." 

Unb 9Bel(^eS mir, ^^r Iteben Jgerr'n? 
Sa^t ©totjeS mtc^ befd^etben fagen: 
^d^ burfte fd^on, unb mod^te gem 
33ei SRalern unb ipoeten fragen. 

®a fjjrad^en SOlaler, bte ^^r fennt: 
„3t[g UnfereinS bift Su geboren." 
Unb Sid^ter fagten, bte man nennt: 
„2)u bift mit un§ ju gef)n erloren!" 

Unb o^ne fie ^tt' i(^'§ getDu^t, 
SSaS id^ son ®em unb ^enem Ifahi, 
3)od^ rei^en foHt' id) aui ber SSruft 
3)e§ SilbenS ober 2)i^teng ©abe? 

S^r toi^t eg nid^t— toie foUtet ^^xl 
Db id^ gejtoeifelt unb gerungen! 
D, 33eiber SSurjeIn ^aben mir 
Untrennbar fid^ um'g §erj gefd^Iungen! 
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I should uproot them both, and even 
With them I should wrench out my heart ! 
They grew and interlaced the closer 
Wherever they were cut apart. 

And if I drifted like a woman 
With twin boys on a broken mast, 
And Death allowed to save one only, 
Yet to the mother both clung fast — 

One overboard ! is Death's stern bidding, 
She now must choose, the end is nigh — 
Not so I Both children close enfolding, 
Both she and I would rather die! 
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StuSri^' id^ Setb', unb btefeS tntt, 
S^ fillers am SCBel^ fd^on &etm ©ebanfen: 
Unb glau6t mir, too man fie jerfd^nitt, 
3)a flod^ten bid^ter ftd^ bie Sfanfen! 

Unb toar' id^, toie auf morfd^em Soot 
©in 2BetB mit il^ren BtoittingSlIetnen, 
3lnx ®ing ju retten gfinnt ber SCob, 
S)Dd^ Seibe flammern fid^ unb toetnen ! 

@ing iiber Sorb! 6te l^at gemu^t, 
§at toal^Ien milffen jur ©efunbe! 
D nein, mit Seiben an ber 33ruft, 
®el)t lieber fie — unb id^ ju ©runbe! 
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